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out the light, before the salts in the morning, latrinally,
prandially, and whenever I can spare a moment. I read it
at horse-shows, and when my class comes in momentarily
desist; I keep my eye on Ego, but my finger on the place.
The result is that my view of the book as a whole is a bit
muddled. Have you, forgive me, elaborated it a little too
much ? Is it all a little too much like a map whose scale
should be a mile to a mile? Nevertheless, and perhaps
because of this, your book has made me feel as one of the
Meynells felt about the author of Moby Dick, that having
read Rolfe, or about Rolfe, is to be " partly made of him for
ever." In future I propose to see life reflected in a Corvex
mirror.

And what a bit of luck for you was the irruption of
Maundy Gregory. This tops up the whole thing in the best
Arabian Nights manner ! I feel that Rolfe would have been
immensely tickled by this vast, incongruous patronage. I
feel that he is being tickled somewhere now. My sense of
pattern resists the notion that Corvo has stopped. There
must be a limbo somewhere in which that harsh chord is
being resolved.

Yours ever,

JAMES AGATE

June 18 Symons's book begins, cc My quest for Corvo was
Sunday, started by accident one summer afternoon in 1925,
in the company of Christopher Millard.5' At lunch
to-day Leo Pavia said, " You ask me about Millard. He was
a most impressive person, immensely tall and imposing, and
with a voice which had the organ-like quality of Forbes-
Robertson and the thrilling tones of young Ainley. He com-
piled the only complete bibliography of Wilde's works, and
wrote the most complete account of his trial. He was a school-
master with ideas about the relationship of pedagogue and
pupil centuries behind his times ! His enemies said he got into
all sorts of trouble; it would be truer to say he got into only one
sort. He had enormous intellectual pride backed by colossal
brains, was always half-drunk, and never went to bed for the
normal reason. He was the most splendid anachronism I have
known/'